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I TOLD YOU SO! 


Pucx.—German Beer and Irish Whiskey will never mix! 
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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 


HERE ARE many things which Mr. Henry George and his sort never 
t think about. Out of the multitude let us pick one thing which is 
eminently worthy of close study and careful consideration. Mr. 
George has just held a little convention of his own at Syracuse, a town 
near the centre of New York State, if New York may be said to have a 
centre. The convention was held at Syracuse because Mr. George wished 
to bring himself to the notice of the farmers, in the hope of getting the 
votes of such of them as are poor and presumably discontented with their 
lot. It does not seem likely, at the first glance, that an impoverished 
farmer, groaning under the burden of a heavy tax, and forced, perhaps, 
to pay a second tax in the form of interest on a mortgage on his land, 
will seek a relief from his misery in added taxation, Still, there are fools 
in all callings. There are farmers who rise at, five in the morning, in the 
first quarter of the moon, and go into the field in the costume of the 
night and plant cucumber-seed, being strong in the faith that no cucum- 
ber-seed will grow and thrive that is not set out under these conditions. 
Farmers of this sort may vote for Mr. Henry George. 


* 
* * 


But we wish to ask Mr. George if, on the whole, he really thinks he 
does wisely in trying to attract the attention of the farmers. For our- 
selves, we doubt it. Of course, a vote is a vote. But then there is a 
difference in voters. It is, in any contest, dangerous to gather together 
an army of incongruous and antagonistic elements. Mr. George has a 
following; he has the promise of votes from men who believe in him, 
and who are willing to suppo¥t'.him on the strength of his promises. Is 
he wise to open the ranks to ddmit men who will require the fulfillment 
of those promises? Mr. George must remember that if he once gets the 
farmers, as a class, to take him seriously, he is dealing with a set of men 
very different in charactet from the irresponsible, unbalanced children of 
discontent who are amused by the Sunday night meetings at the Academy 


of Music. 


* 
* * 


The farmers of this country are men who have a serious interest in 
life. Their money, the work of their lifetime—all they have is invested 
in their business, .The business often makes but a meagre return, yet it 
is all they have; all they have to bequeath to their children. ‘They can 
not afford to juggle with it—to throw it away, in the hope of picking up 
something else. Take it from them, and you take from them all possi- 
bility of living decently—of, living at all, perhdps., The nature of their 
work unfits them for a change to any other sort of labor. They are 
farmers, and out of the land their living must come,. ‘They are not day- 
laborers, who handle a spade to-day and a*crowbar to-morrow. They 
are not clerks, who have only to go. through a simple stint of routine dury 
to get their weekly salaries. The most of Mr. George’s followers are men 
who have no stake in life—men’ who would do about as well or as ill un- 
der any form of government. 


* 
* ** 


But the farmer, if he ever consents.to listen f6"Mr. George, will give 
that flueat gentleman more trouble than he has yet ‘had. -He will not be 
put off with promises of an incomprehensible Mill@qnium. He will not 
give his vote because he is allowed to listen for an hour to the enlivening 
prattle of Dr. McGlynn. Nay, he must know why he is to vote before he 
will deposit the vote. He must know what,he is to vote for and what his 
vote is to bring him. He can not afford to give up oatmeal for wind-pad- 
ding. He will not overturn society unless he can see that the overturning 
will certainly benefit him. Now, this is not at all the sort of man to whom 
Mr. George should talk. If he undertakes to convert the farmer to his 
theories, we warn him, here and now, of one thing. He wll have to ex- 
plain those theories. He will have to make them clear and intelligible. 
He will have to prove them logical and sound. He will have to show 
that they constitute a practical scheme for the regeneration of society. 
And how is he going to do it? 





_ The state of affairs in the Sharp case proves conclusively that it is 
time that we wrested a little decent law from our legislators at Albany. 


This may be called the age of the criminal. He has every advantage 11 
the legal arena. ‘The chances are all in his favor, and against the honest 
and law-abiding of the community, It is a tremendous task to convict a 
bribe-giver whose guilt is a matter of notoriety; and even after he is con- 
victed, before the best judge on our bench, another judge, in a differ- 
ent district, perhaps, is permitted to interfere and check the course of 
justice by keeping the convict out of jail and giving him another chance 
for liberty. This is law; but it is not common-sense. Our criminal 
courts are supported to convict criminals, and they ought to have a fair 
chance to do their work. Of course, no innocent man should: suffer 
without cause; but on the other hand it is hardly good policy to give the 
sinner so many chances that sin is practically put at a premium as a busi- 
ne s investment. 





The competition for the Mrosummer Puck Prize Puzzze closes on 
the ist of September. In our issue of September 14th the names of the 
successful competitors will be given. It has been suggested to us that the 
time allowed for the solving of our pictorial problem is too short, and 
that the readers of the Mipsummer Puck ought to have more days to 
spend in cutting and piecing together the wild combination of heads. 
Of course, any such extension of time would be unjust to those who have 
struggled for the first prize. According to the terms of our proposition, 
all who have sent in correct reconstructions of the puzzle-sheet before 
September 1st are entitled to an equal share in the $500-prize-fund; and 
all such winners will be paid as soon as we can examine the lists sent in. 
We know, however, that there may be many belated puzzlers, and for 
their sake, we extend the time of competition for the second prize—an 
unlimited award—to October ist. Any person sending us forty faces cor- 
rectly reconstructed, before October 1st, 1887, will win a year’s subscrip- 
tion to Puck’s Liprary, issued monthly. 


THE MIDSUMMER PucK.—Mechanically, this generously-paged pamphlet is a 
wonder. Any practical lithographer will sustain-us in the somewhat bold statement 
that no such triumph of tint and color printing was ever turned out by the publishers 
of a periodical. Some of Prang’s work alone can equal it in this country. THE 
CHRISTMAS PuCK was merely a sort of dress rehearsal for this production, and the 
Engtish colored Crrristmas supplements would look coarse and botchy beside it. There 
are three full-page cartoons, all different in style, but each perfect in its way, and be- 
side these every page is a picture to delight any who can appreciate artistic press- 
work and make-up. 

The literary quality of the number is excellent, quite above Puck’s usual not low 
standard. Janvier’s story, ‘*A Border Ruffian,” is worthy a place in the Century, 
and Mr. Bunner’s, ‘¢ A Successful Failure,” written for and at the particular request 
of Mr. Frank R. Stockton, is not only a charming story ut a marvelously exact imi- 
tation of Mr. Stockton in every respect, subject, title, method of handling and style. 

Every one sheuld own a copy of THE MipsuMMeR Puck, and remembering how 
quickly the large edition of the Christmas number was exhausted, make no delay in se- 
curing one.— Zhe Mew York Commercial Advertiser. 
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THE AGE OF SPECIALISTS. 
Atecep Prysician,—You ’ve got a very bad eye there—a 
very bad eye, sir. 
Patient.—What would you advise doing for it, doctor? 
Attecep Puygician.—Go and see Professor Curit, of New 


York. 


Two dollars, please, for the advice. 























A lot of them to stay, 


S’pose you ’ve noticed Rasper’s barn, 
Down on the Hampton road, 

The corn all trampled, fences down, 

or The hay not even mowed? 


You known his barn, old, tumble-down, 
The hinges off the door, 
The roof on one side falling in, 
It almost meets the floor. 


And how the moss has grown outside, 
And covered every st. k, 

A dirty, grayish, greeni h mess, 
At least two inches thick? 














Well, now, just step around that porch, 
And there my barn you ’Il see ; 

New, every t of it, and fresh 
With paint as it can be. 


I only built that barn last spring, 
And when those folks came nigh, 

A smarter barn wa’n’t in the place, 

‘The paint was scarcely dry, 


MAKES THEM TOUGH. 


PUCK. 






On’r TALK of pictures! 
So little stock I take, 

For twenty cart-loads, I’d not swap 
That rusty garden-rake. 


And as for artists, when some fool 
To sound their praise begins, 

It makes me sick, / never saw 
One worth a row of pins. 


Down to the village last year, came 


And then I saw enough of them 
To mean just what I say. 


And so intent, that when I stopped, 
They did n’t even stir, 

Well, that showed we what kind of men 
Those picture fellows were ! 


The worn-out timbers, broken door, 
The roof about to fall, 

And, would you believe it, painted that 
Untidy moss and all! 


I did n’t speak, but just drove on, 
Though then I could see why 

The men who ’d paint a place like that, 
Would pass my clean one by. 


So when I hear of painting-men, 
And pictures, and such like, 

I always think of Rasper’s barn, 
Down on the Hampton pike, / 


“Pa,” inquired Bobby: ‘‘does horse-racing improve the breed of 


horses ?”’ 


In such things 


Now, would n’t you have thought my barn = \y, 
Was just the thing would do, 
To make a likely picture of, 
So clean and fresh and new? 

































I kept the whole place spick and span, 
Expecting every day 

Some of those painting men, for sure, 
Would happen round my way. 


One afternoon, I had to go 
Down to old Dunton’: mill, 

And took the short-cut through the woods 
And round by Hemlock Hill; 


And out by Rasper’s—now, don’t think 
1’m spinning you a yarn— 
And there a dozen artists sat, 


All painting his old barn! 


SHE KNEW HIM. 


“It is my painful duty, madam,” he said: ‘‘ to inform you that light- 


ning has just struck your husband.” 


“Yes, Bobby,” responded the old man, who has recently picked out 


a six-to-one winner: “very much,” 

This seemed to satisfy Bobby for a moment. 
Then he continued: 

“Well, pa, does base-ball playing improve 
the breed of men?” 


INCE HUGH CONWAY AND “‘H, H.” wrote so 
much for the public after death, it is now 
rumored that Shakspere is in correspondence 
with a well-known publishing house regarding a 
book he has just finished to prove that he really 
wrote his plays. 


uR ancestors (everybody in this country is 

beginning to get ancestors) used to have 

just as hot weather as we have; but as there was 

no signal service in existence, the old fellows 
did n’t mind it so much, 


WORKING 





THE GROWLER. 


‘*Did it strike him more than once?” she asked, anxiously. 


**No, ma’am.” 

‘<Thank Heaven it ’s no worse!” she said, 
with a sigh of relief: ‘If lightning only struck 
John once, he ’Il pull through.” 


COLORED MAN who had been bitten by a 

rattlesnake claimed to have been cured 
by whiskey and an application of raw chicken- 
flesh. It is hard to tell which had the power to 
effect a cure; but the colored race and the 
chicken always draw pretty well together. 


NESIPHORUS M, west, »f Haverhill, has been 

appointed to office at an annual salary of 

three hundred dollars. We were going to say 

something funny about his name; but it ’s hard- 

ly worth while to bother with a man who only 
makes three hundred dollars a year. 
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MR. BUDGLEY’S GRIEF. 


EoRGE,” said Mrs, Budgley to 
her husband, as she stood in 
front of the mirror toying 
with her bangs: ‘‘is my bon- 

net on straight ?”’ 

*““Er—it looks so,” re- 
sponded Mr. Budgley, with- 
out looking up from his pa- 
per: “‘but, my dear (in a 
two-weeks-before marriage 
tone of voice), isn’t it rather 
early to start for the boat? 
The Golden Star does n’t 
leave for nearly an hour, 
and you can walk to the pier 
in less than ten minutes,” 

“*Yes, I know,” assented 
Mrs, B., giving a refractory 

bang a final twist: ‘but I’m going to make assurance doubly sure. You 
men may arrive just in time to jump on a train as it is pulling out of the 
station, or to leap on a boat as it is leaving the pier; but I take no such 
risks. It has been said, and perhaps with some truth, that there are wo- 
men who would be sure to miss a train or a boat if it were to leave fifteen 
minutes later than its advertised time; but I am not one of them. You can 
depend upon it that Mrs, Elmira Budgley, wife of George Washington 
Budgley, broker, is not going to get left. ‘Better half-an-hour too early 
than one minute too late,’ is my motto.” 

“You are right, my dear,” said her husband: “especially as time is 
not an object with you. Iam sorry I can’t accompany you. Take good 
care of yourself, and give my kind regards to your mother. Don’t fail to 
recurn to-morrow evening. I’1l be awfully lonely without you. Good- 
bye!” and he gave her a kiss as she bent over his chair that was as fervid 
and genuine as a young lover’s osculation. Although he had been married 
nearly a year, Mr. Budgley was still in love with his wife. This may 
sound like a wild piece of fiction; but it sometimes happens that way. 


* 
& * 


Mrs. Budgley left the house to visit her parents, who resided in a 
pretty little town about ten miles up the river. Hialf-an-hour later her 
husband went down to his office, feeling ill at ease. This feeling gradually 
grew upon him, and before noon he was seized with a presentiment that 
some terrible calamity was impending. ‘I should not have permitted my 
wife to go alone,” he mused: ‘‘ Of course it is all nonsense to indulge in 
these gloomy forebodings; but I can’t dismiss them.” 

A voice in the street made him turn as pale as a ghost—and we all know 
how pale a ghost is. A newsboy was 
crying: ‘‘Extry ‘dition ! — Hor’ble 
accident! —’Splosion on the Golden 2 
Star /—All the passengers lost!” 

Budgley’s heart almost stood still. 
His wife had taken passage on the 
Golden Star, and she was therefore 
among the lost. He reeled, and sank 
nearly fainting into a chair. But per- 
haps the report was a newspaper 
canard—-or was greatly exaggerated. 
This thought strengthened him, and 
he rushed out and bought copies of 
four different ‘‘extras.” His hopes 
sank again. Each paper contained a 
report of the disaster, told in six lines 
of small type and a half-column of 
big display heads. The line, ‘ All the 
passengers lost!” pierced him like a 
dagger. 

‘There must be some mistake,” he 
moaned. He started down to the pier 
to get further particulars, and there 
received a confirmation of the terrible 
accident. He then, in a dazed sort of 
way, retraced his steps in the direction 
of home—and what a sad and deso- 
late home he pictured it! All its light 
and love had gone out. Only gloom 
and sorrow remained. As he entered 
the door he fancied he heard the flutter 
of the wings of the Angel of Death. 
He tottered into the library, threw 
_ himself on a lounge, buried his face in 
his hands and groaned aloud. His 
grief was painful to behold. Presently 
he felt-a hand on his shoulder. 


? 





tation is willing 


COMMON SENSE IN THE HOUSEHOLD. 


This is n’t Joan of Arc at the battle of Orleans. It 
is only young Mrs, Dupignac at the siege of tomato cat- 
sup; and, possibly, she may save one bottle if the fermen- 


“«Why, George!” cried 
a familiar voice: ‘‘ What 
in the world is the mat- 
ter? Has your confiden- 
tial clerk absconded with 
all the funds? Are you 
sick ?”” 

He looked up and saw 
his wife. 

““Wh-why, Elmira,” 
he gasped, with a start- 
led look: ‘‘are you real- 
ly alive?” 

** Alive?” echoed the 
puzzled woman: ‘‘Why, 
of course, I’m alive, you 
foolish man,” taking his 
face between her hands 
and giving him a genu- 
ine flesh-and-blood kiss. 
**What makes you ask 
such a ridiculous ques- 
tion? You look asif you 
had seen a real ghost.” 

**And you did n’t go 
on the Golden Star this 
morning to visit. your 
parents?” he queried, 
tightly holding both her 
hands, as if he feared she 
might suddenly disap- 
pear: “‘You were not 
on the boat?” 

“Oh, I must tell you!” she said, with a smile, as he drew her on his 
knee: ‘You see, dear, when I left home this morning I had fully forty 
minutes to reach the boat, and could have easily walked the distance in 
less than ten; but—now, don’t laugh at me—on my way down I was 
obliged to pass a millinery establishment which was holding its ‘Fall 
Opening.’ I stopped to look at the tempting goods displayed in the win- 
dow—such lovely new hats, you know—and almost before I knew it I 
found myself in the store, with scores of other women, and—well, I missed 
the boat by about twenty minutes,” J. HW. 


iim 


MORE GRUB, LESS GUSH. 


Frienp.—Jack, where are you going 
with all your medals? 

DistincuisHep Lire-Saver.—Going to 
pawn ’em to pay my grocery-bill. 


THE SEASON HAS OPENED. 


Eprror or Great Daity.—So you have determined to try journalism? 
"87 Grapuate.—Yes, sir. My father thought that, being an old friend 
of his, you might give me a chance to 
show what I can do. I was editor of 
the Campus Clarion for two years at 
college. 

Eprror.—Indeed! Well, take your 
coat right off, and sit down at my desk. 
I shan’t need it any more. This paper 
has been yearning for the services of a 
man who can dash off such scintillations 
of brilliancy as: ‘‘ Hoxie was seen steal- 
ing telegraph wire this morning. He 
wanted to measure his head.”—‘*‘ Ner- 
vy Livingston broached a keg between 
Proctor’s calls last night. It was hunky, 
Nervy.” — ‘*Psi U howls again to- 
night.”—*‘ Kincaid has a line of nobby 
red neckties,”—‘* Old Prex stubbed his 
toe while going to prayers last week. It 
raised a laugh.”—‘‘E Tenebris Lux.” 
—and other evidences of christianity 
and enlightenment. We won’t speak 
of salary; but if you want any money 
or bonds or anything, here ’s the key 
to the safe. 








SMALL CASE MADE Of tin is in the 

possession of Mr. D. L. Pitts, of 
Thomasville, Ga. It belonged to ‘* Old 
Hickory” Jackson, and was used by him 
to hold papers. The papers held by it 
now are somewhat different from those 
in its former embrace; in that they can 
be poured out instead of pored over. 
(We are not sure of this; but the state 
is Georgia, so let it go.) 
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UNNECESSARY CONVERSATION. 


Artist. —Shave? 
Victim (with every evidence of sincere pity).—No:—hair cut! 


THE LAST STRAW. 





HUSH HAD FALLEN On the congregation. 

A The white-haired pastor had finished his sermon and descended 
from the square box-like pulpit. 

Through the open windows the mingled fragrance of summer odors 
floated in; the warm sunlight came in tiny bars through the tangled mass 
of vines which almost served as a substitute for stained glass; and even 
the unruly children in the rear pews were awed into something like good 
behavior. 

The people waited in wonder. 

Down in front of the pulpit the aged pastor stepped and paused. 
Forty years he had labored in that little isolated vineyard, and most faith- 
fully had he fulfilled the trust which had been given him; never complain- 
ing because the field was so narrow and his flock so uncultured; never 
complaining because his name could never go abroad as a learned divine, 
and his utterances be read far and wide as coming from one of the famous 
men of the time; but there, his fame bounded by the little circle of his 
pastorate, he had labored on. 

Children he had christened at the font in the corner; watched them 
grow up; united them in the holy bonds of wedlock; ministered to them 
on their dying beds, and followed their bodies to the little hillside burial- 
place and pronounced the last sad benediction. 

For full a minute the old man stood silent before the pulpit. There 
was a look on his face which told the breathless people before him that 
something was to be said which was far from the ordinary. What would 
it be? At last the aged pastor spoke: 

‘* Friends, almost, 1 might say, children”—he began slowly in a voice 
tremulous with emotion—“ for nearly half a century I have labored among 
you. Whether or no I have done my duty well, you yourselves shall be my 
judges. Hardly a face I see before me I have not watched from youth up, 
and many faces which were wont to listen to my feeble words on the Sab- 
bath day are gone from my view forever. Through these long years I 
have watched the ups and downs, the cares and sorrows of the parish. 
Sometimes, when I have tried to arouse a greater interest, my best efforts 
have been unsustained. My faults, and I admit I have many, have been 
openly pointed out to me, and I have not been offended. Sometimes you 
have failed to pay to the full even the slender stipend with which I have 
been content, and I have always forgiven it. Work which should not 
have been mine to do, I have performed alone; but now I speak to you 
for the last time. It seems hard after so many years to say good-bye; 
but at my age the last burden which you put upon me I can not bear; | 
resign rather than entertain the donation party which you have appointed 
for next Tuesday evening.” C. N. Hood. 





PROBABLY QUALIFIED. 

New York Fire Commissioners.—You say you have had experience 
as a fireman? 

AppLicanT.—Yes, sir. 

Commissioners.— Where? 

Arpiicant.—In Philadelphia. 

Commissioners.—All right. 
the Quaker Dam Bridge, to see that it don’t get away. 


We want a man to watch the site of 
We ’ll try you, 





THE MINISTER TO WHOM Mr. Cyrus W. Fieid listens every Sunday gets 
twelve thousand dollars a year; and we are of the opinion that he 
earns the money. 


F MR, HERRESCHOFF would turn his attention to constructing base-ball 
clubs, instead of yachts, we might see the game played in this city in 
such a way as to keep up our local pride, 


HE FLOATING ANGEL in the grand transformation scene has no visibie 
means of support. 


R. N. B. Jones, Of Diamond Loch, Mich., has had a curious contriv- 

ance placed around his bed. It consists of a portable cottage, made 

of felt and other sound-deadening materials, and can be securely locked 

from the inside, He says that if Mrs, Jones does n’t dispose of a double- 

voiced canary, which is causing considerable excitement in Smithsonian 
circles, he ’l] have the cottage provisioned and stay there indefinitely. 


EN MAY DECLAIM against corsets; but it’s a brave man who would 
take his wife to a party without one. 


THE HEATED TERM—It ’s d—d hot. 


WHEN A PRETTY GIRL tells a young man that he is ‘‘ very saucy,” he 
had better begin to save money. He’s got her, sure, 


F THE QUEEN CONFERS UPON Red Shirt the Order of the Bath, won’t it 
have a tendency to take the color out of him? 


NEW JERSEY MILKMAN with a weak throat announces his morning arri- 
val with a trained screech-owl. 


R. POWDERLY says that if he should leave 

his present place he would devote himself 

to literary pursuits. Then he would be a sure- 
enough workingman. 
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ORIENTAL LONGINGS. 


Otpv Newcotp has been having a summer-house built on 
his Lake Champlain place, and has been reading up on Turkish 
architecture, so as not to be tmposed on by his architect. 


“You ’ve got the dome and the minnyret and the harem- 
arches all right, Mr. Squares; but I don’t see no dervish. Build 
one ’r them on before I come up again, and put up’a covered 
seraglio leadin’ down to the water.” _¢ 





AT A WASHINGTON LAWN PARTY. 


rs. Senator Gawk (¢o Mrs. Jupce Gump).—Come 
just a little from the crowd, dear. I have a 
dreadful secret to tell you. The President is 
really bothering the life out of Mr. Gawk to get 
him to accept the vacant seat on the Supreme 
bench. We are awakened every morning by 
messengers from the White House, who bring 
really pathetic appeals from poor Mr. Cleveland. 
Of course, Mr. Gawk does not want the place; 
but he hates to refuse a favor to the President. 
I don’t know what advice to give. Can’t you 
help me, dear? 

Mrs. Gump.—Ahem! I did not know it was 
customary for the President to bother the life out 
of any one to accept an office. Still, if Mr. Gawk 
really Aas been asked to go on the bench, I would ad- 
vise him to say yes, if I were you. When a man is get- 
ting old, you know, and unfit for an active political life, 
a snug seat on the-bench, where he can dream away his 
declining days, is just the thing for him. Of course, I would not let my 
husband take such a position, since he is so young and has such a bright 
future before him; and I will tell you in confidence, love—and, mind 
you, never tell any one—the President wrote to Mr. Gump three months 
ago about some vacancy, this very justiceship, I do believe. We took so 
little account of the incident that I am not sure, however. 

* 


* : 

Miss Simper.—Oh, dear, I wish the papers would stop talking about 
making papa President! He is so much annoyed, because he says booms 
burst when they are trotted out too soon... 

Miss Brown.—And what does he mean by that, my dear? 

Miss Simper.—I don’t know, exactly. It is some kind of technical 
language they have in Congress, I believe. 

Miss Brown.—Is your father what they call a protectionist? 

Miss Simper.—Oh, yes; he is a protectionist and a free-trader, and 
favors revenue reduction and high tariff, and all those things they talk 
about in their speeches. Oh, he does speak too beautifully about our in- 
fant industries—dear little things!—and those horrid paupers of Europe 
who want to burn down our factories, and starve us to death. And you 
just ought to hear him tell about the poor dear negros in the South who 
are stuffed in ballot-boxes, and intimidated election franchises and Bour- 
bons, and all those disgusting things they have in the South! 


ON THE WEST COAST OF 
AFRICA. 
Vistror.—Don’t be alarmed, Cap. | 
understand that the sea-serpent ’s been 
thought I might get 


getting lazy over on the States’ coast, and I 
his job. I’m one of Rider Haggard’s crabs! 








































OUR COAST DEFENCES. 
U. S.—Now bring on your blue-blooded Englishmen! 





Miss Lichtweicut.—Now, Mr. Tongly, I have a chance that I have 
long been waiting for. I just want you to tell me all about that delicious 
tariff I read of in the papers. What is it?—do tell me! 

ConcressMan Toncty.—Indeed, you must excuse me, Miss Light- 
weight. It is too deep a subject to enter into— 

Miss Licntweicut (pouting ).—Oh, of course, you think I have n’t 
got intellect enough to— 

Mr. Toncty.—No, no—I assure you— 

Miss LicntweicHtT.—Then go on and explain. 

Mr. Toncty (desperately).—Well, you see, some people want to 
allow foreign goods to be imported free of duty, or with a small tax, so 
that we could buy them at a lower cost— 

Miss Licutrweicut.—Why, that would be just the thing! 
could anybody object to it? 

Mr. Toncty.—On the other hand, if the tariff is reduced or 
abolished, some people calculate that our manufacturers, in order to com- 
pete with the foreigners, would have to reduce wages. 

Miss LichtweicHt.—That would never do! The poor workingmen 
could not stand it. What cam be done? Oh, yes, 1 see! I understand 
it all now: You just get Congress to arrange things so that everything 
will be cheaper, and the workingmen will get higher wages, too. How 
much better that would be for every one! 

Mr. Toncty (solemnly ).—I shall advocate your idea night and day 
during the next session. Now let us go out on the verandah and view the 
moonlight. 


Ho Ww 


* 
* * 


Mrs. Senator Heavyweicut (who writes her husband’s speeches). 
—Something must be done about this enormous surplus revenue, don’t 
you think so, Mr. Fastly? 

Mr. Fast y (a spendthrift lieutenant ).—Surplus revenue? Oh, yes! 
Of course, I heartily agree with you. 

Miss HeavywetcHt.— We are accumulating millions every week, and 
if something is not done very soon, we will be buried beneath the weight 
of the coin that is pouring down upon us. 

Mr, Fastty (fo a companion, afterward).—Don’t you think Mrs. 
Heavyweight is getting cranky? Awhile ago she was talking about our 
being buried beneath the coin pouring down on us. Ha, ha! And | 
have not seen a fiver for a month; and she is n’t much better off, herself, 
since her husband failed. W. L. Réiordon. 


ON THE SANDRINGHAM TERRACE. 





** What ’s new this morning, Marshall ?” 

‘“‘Heard that latest about Mr. Bates, of Boston, and the Baptist 
minister ?”” 

“* About baptizing in boiling hot water?” 

**'Yen.” 

“*Be careful how you tell that one, Marshall. Since it was blown 
ashore at Aden, after the opening of the Dead Sea for the Israelites al- 
lowed it to come to the surface, it crumbles when exposed to the air. Tell 
me that brand-new one again about Billy Travers and the Cunard steamer. 
















PUCK. 


THE TYPE-WRITER GIRL AND 


THE TRAMP. 





LONELY HOUSE, a modest maid, 
_ Who “‘ never felt one bit afraid.” 


A dusty road, a glaring sun, 
A timid tramp would have some fun. 


Says he: 
**T ll creep to the door ez still ez a mouse, 
An’ scare that gal in yonder house. 


“I °l] make her believe that I’m Dead-Eye Dick, 
An’ then she ’ll fetch me perwisions quick. 


—~ « An’ if I should chance any di’monds to spy, 
You bet I won’t touch ’em! Oh, no! not I!” 


So, hitching his pants, he timidly knocks, 
For his heart jumps around like a goat on the rocks, 


**Miss,” he remarks: ‘‘I have come fer to say 
> e.g i. 12 . 
That I’m wantin’ some wittles without delay. 


*“*T’m Dead-Eye Dick, an’ I’m Murderin’ Mose, 
An’ I snatches boys’ bodies, fer sake of ther’ close; 


** An’ if you don’t bring me some grub right off, 
You ’Il see me a-dyin’ of this deadly cough.” ~ 


Says she: 


“*T sadly regret, sir, you find me alone, 
But I tap these keys like a young cyclone; 


** And if you do not very quickly go, 
I'll call the police, your deadly foe.” 


She seated herself, and a merry click, 
Told the timid tramp he ’d better go quick. 


He stood amazed, then fled from the place, 
With lightning speed, and a frightened face. 


** And the girl,” you say: “was‘she not afraid?” 
Oh, no! she was a brave type-writer maid. 
4 F. C. Shore. 


HOW HE BECAME CIVILIZED. 


Be 


7 AMM 
Wy 





ee om ot Av? 
HISTORIC. 
First Boy.—Hey, Swipesey, yer father’s dead! 
Seconp Boy.—Naw, he ain’t, neither! 


First Boy.—It’s yer mother, then! 
Seconp Boy.—Naw, it ain’t; it’s me uncle—ya-a-a! 


A PHILADELPHIA ADV’T. 


oHN Broapsrim & Son, 
BAKERS AND CONFECTIONERS, 
Chestnut Street. 
Only the finest Chrome Yellow used in our buns. 


The Arsenic wesput in our Pies is warranted frce from the slightest 


adulteration. 


Our Home-made Bread is carefully baked, and the strychnine whic, 


enters into its composition is of the best quality. 
All of our Ice Cream is flavored with Ai Croton Oil. 
Give Us a Call. 


A Grizzly Bear, who was brought to New York and placed in the 


Central Park, having shown a very docile disposition, was allowed to 
walk around the grounds and inspect the menagerie. 

His Keeper asked him one day what was the reason of his extraordi- 
nary appreciation of | : 


the refinements and 
comforts of civilized 
life. 

** Well,” said the 
Bear: ‘‘ when I came 
here from the West 
T called all you East- 
ern folks dudes; but 
after I had been in 
my cage for about 
six months, I found 
that courtesy and 
good taste were only 
the outward signs of 
the graces which my 
bearishness would 
forever keep invisi- 
ble; so I reformed.” 

G. E. Hanson, 


T Is saw that Dr. 

McGlynn’s tongue 
is feeling the effects 
of overwork. 


FTER A KENTUCKY 
Colonel had been 
at Coney Island half- 
an-hour or so, a large 
number of mosquitos 
were discovered ina 
helpless state of in- 
toxication. 











NANTASKET BEACH NOTES. 


It had been rumored around the hotel that a New York gentleman was to arrive in 
a crack yacht, and the guests had deserted the hotel for the pier, to see and be seen. 

YacuTsman (coming yp the steps).—Ha-a! How you vos, gents unt dames? Dake 
holt ohf Elie’s hant, R-Rebecca, unt braze up fer der recebtions! 





A NEW FEATURE OF THE_GAME. 
“‘What ’s the trouble?” he inquired as he entered the Polo Grounds 
and observed the death-like silence of the vast multitude: ‘‘Is any body 


hurt ?” 

“*Hush!” was the 
solemn caution he 
received: ‘‘For the 
first time in his life 
Roger Connor is 
making a ‘kick,’” 


UST LET AN un- 

known man paste 
a card on his shut- 
ter, saying that his 
place is closed on 
account of the death, 
of a member of his 
family, and hundreds 
of people who never 
heard of him, and 
never will know him, 
rush madly across 
the street, out of 
pure curiosity, to see 
who is dead. 


HERE Is nothing 

more unpleas- 
ant to an invalid 
than to wake up in 
the morning feeling 
splendidly, and then 
suddenly remember 
that he is sick, 





He never will be missed: 
ca We ll drive him from our 
ranks with ghoulish glee. 
| From henceforth we intend 
|] To be the Farmer’s friend; 





V} So come and join the Anti- 


ee men = : 
POR Se, 


Povertee! 


“ye NE 
THE GREAT Socy 
CrivEe 
4 The name of Socialist we 
N here disown— 
i We ’re Socialists in New 
1 York town alone. 
We love the Socialist in 


Mulligan Alley, 
But hate him madly in the 


a D. M°CLYNN 


TO 

Si LEN PAR NES 
ONE DOLLA 

FEE 

Fo OuR 

SOCIETEE 
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10 PUCK. 


FUNNY BUSINESS. 


Some T'HOUGHTS ON THE CONSTRUCTION AND PRESERVATION OF JOKES. 


Tl.—The Idea and tts Embellishment. 


N THE construction of a joke the chief requisite is the Idea. 
| Making jokes without ideas is like making bricks without straw; 

and the people who tried that were sent out into the Wilderness to 
wander for forty years and live exclusively on manna and water—a diet 
which is not provocative of humor. Indeed, it is a noteworthy fact that, 
although the children of Israel were accompanied in their journeying by 
herds of goats, and were constantly hearing stories of the huge squashes 
and clusters of grapes which grew in the Promised Land—the California 
of that period—yet we have no record that they availed themselves of 
sich obvious opportunities for jesting. 

The humorist, having procured his Idea, should divest it of all super- 
iluities, place it on the table before him, and then fall into a reverie as 
to its possibilities. Let us suppose, for example, that his Idea, in a per- 
fectly nude condition, looks something like this: 

‘A girl is thin enough to make a good match for any one.” 

Now, it will not do to offer this simple statement as a joke. It is 
merely an Idea, or the nucleus of a short story, and can be greatly im- 
proved by a little verbiage. _ 

There would be no point gained in calling the girl a New Yorker, or 
even a Philadelphian, though the latter city is usually fair game for the 
paragraphist. She should certainly hail from Boston. ‘The girls of that 
city are identified in the popular mind with eye-glasses, long words, angu- 
larity and other outward and visible signs of severe mental discipline and 
parsimony in diet, The ideal Boston girl is not rotund. On the con- 
trary, she is endowed with a sharply defined outline, and a profile which 
suggests self-abnegation in the matter of food. A little dialect will help 
the story along amazingly; therefore, let the scene be laid in rural New 
England, and let the point be made with the usual rustic~ prefix. of 
“*Wa-al!” This will afford an opportunity to utilize a few minor ideas 
relative to New England rural customs, the maintenance of city boarders, 
the food provided, the economy practiced, and other salient features of 
country life. 

So, by judicious expansion—not padding—the humorist will stretch 
his little paragraph into a very respectable story, something like this: 


SampLe oF SHortT Story ErecTep ON PARAGRAPH. 
A summer evening of exquisite calm and sweetness. ‘The golden haze 


of sunset sheds its soft tints on hill and plain, and pours a flood of mellow. ° 


light over the roofs and trees of the quaint old village street. The last 
rays of the sun, falling through the waving boughs of elm and maple, 
form a checkered, ever-moving pattern on the wall of the meeting-house; 
they kindle beacon-fires on the’ distant heights of Baldhead Mountain, and 


linger in tender caress on the dainty auburn tresses of Priscilla Whitney, ~ 


who is displaying her flounces, furhelows and other “‘citified fixin’s” 
the front piazza of Deacon Pogram’s residence, 


{It will be seen that the beginning of this’ paragraph is written in a 


on 





UNFORTUNATE. 


SpinDLeER (appearing from bath-house with enthusiasm ).—This is the way I like to 


go in! 


One grand rush, and a plunge! 


It’s glorious! —but how much better Spindler 
would have made his impression if he had n’t forgotten to remove those ‘‘ calf-contours.” 


AN 





IN THE WINDY CITY PARK. 


Entuustastic Cuicaco Man.—There, can your New York 
gardeners show up anything like that? 

Conservative New Yorker. — Well--er—no, 
rather timid in that line, you know. 


They ’re 





serious vein; but the last two lines prepare the reader for a comic story. 
He now makes up his mouth for the laugh which awaits him a little fur- 
ther along.) 

From the kitchen comes a pleasant aroma of burned bread-crusts, as 
dear old Samanthy Pogram, her kindly face covered with its snow-white 
glory, prepares the coffee for supper. Meanwhile, the worthy deacon, in 
stocking-feet and shirt-sleeves, sits by the open door and enjoys the cool 
evening breeze that sweeps in ‘refreshing gusts down the fertile valley of 
the Pockohomock. 

‘There ye be again, Sarah,” says Aunt Samanthy to the hired help, 
a shade of annoyance.crossing her fine old: face: *‘Hain’t I told ye time 
n’ again not to put fresh eggs in the boarders’ omelette? I suppose ye 

think there hain’t such a thing as a stale egg in the 
haouse, but ye must be wastin’ good ones on the city 
folks! Sakes alive! but I ll be glad when they ’ve cleaned 
aout, bag ’n’ baggage, I’m nigh tuckered aout a-waitin’ 
on ’em ’n’ puttin’ up with their frills ’n’ fancy doin’s,” 

“They tell me, Samanthy,” says the deacon: 
“that young Rube Perkins is kinder makin’ up to one 
of aour boarders. -I s’pose ye hain’t noticed nothin’, 
mebbe ?”” 

‘I’ve seen him a-settin’ along side o’ that dough- 
faced critter times enough ‘so he’d like ter wear aout 
the rocker on the piazzy;-but I guess Rube had better 
not set enny too much store by what she says to him. 
Them high-toned Whitney folks o’ hern daown Bosting 

* “.. ay hain’t over ’n’ above anxious to hev Rube Perkins 
fur-a son-in-law, [ kin tell ye.” 

“Waal,” drawls the deacon reflectively: “‘I kal- 
kerlate they ’ve got an idee she ’d better make a good 
match while she ’s abaout it.” 

“wu: “She ’s thin enough to make, a-lucifer match,” 
= réjoins Aunt Samanthy; and with this parting bit of 
‘*sirony she goes in to put the saleratus biscuit on the 
~ “tea-table, 

Of course, this is not a model of a humorous story ; 
but it will pass muster. It is, however, a very credit- 
able specimen of a story built up, as I have shown, on 
a very slender foundation. Some humorists would give 
it an apologetic title, such as ‘‘ Rural'Sarcasm,” or ‘‘Aunt 
Samanthy’s Little Joke,” in order to let the reader 
down easy. 

In my next chapter I will show how to turn an old 
joke into a brand-new one. 

J. L. Ford. 
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HOW WE WORKED OUT PUCK’S GREAT PUZZLE. 





RESH breezes and the glories of the rolling sea lured 
me into spending a part of the summer on Staten 
Island with my wife, and one evening, as I waited 
in the ferry-house on the New York side for the 
5:30 boat, my eye fell upon a copy of MipsumMER 
Puck, and I forthwith expended fifty cents. It was 
rather an unlucky investment at the time, for I be- 
came so engaged in looking at the pictures that | 
quite forgot where I was and the boat went off 
without me. I had to wait twenty minutes for 

another, and got home to find my wife very miserable 

at my not having come on the usual boat. (We have 
only been married six months, which accounts for my 
getting home on time every day.) 

After supper, my better-half having been restored 
to her usual state of mind by Puck, we started to work out the great 
double-jointed puzzle. 

“‘My dear,” whispered I, as my wife industriously clipped away: 
“‘when J get that five-hundred dollar prize, I will give you half of the 
money.” 

“« Thanks, dear,” came the answer, and the cutting was suspended 
for a moment, while we were carried back to the days of our courtship. 

“Now, you see, this is the way the thing is done,” I remarked, when 
the great men had been bisected and trisected according to directions: 
We ’Il do Cleveland first.” 

‘Oh, that’s wrong,” broke in my wife, as I went to work: “‘ you ’ve 
put Whitelaw Reid’s lip on the President. That will never do.” 

“So I have,” I answered calmly, concealing my irritation and sup- 
plying another portion: “ Now, how is that?” 

“That don’t seem just right,” my wife faltered: ‘‘the moustache is 
too gray for Cleveland’s.” 

“Yes, yes, so it is,” I exclaimed: ‘Ah, all right, now! 
easier after a few attempts; but, see here, we will have to get a few more 
numbers of Puck, for I’ve ruined two lower jaws already. We will stop 
for to-night.” ; 


The next evening I secured half-a-dozen Pucks, and came down pre- * 


pared to finish the work. So much interested were my wife and I, that 
we could scarcely wait for supper; and as soon as that meal was done we 
went to work with shears and clipped up three supplements. I did the 
pasting, and my wife gave me the benefit of her advice. 

“Be careful, dearie,” she commenced: ‘‘ you are putting Pulitzer’s 
beard on Carl Schurz.” We restored the whiskers of those two gentle- 
men to their proper owners. 

**Is this Bayard’s or Bob Ingersoll’s?” questioned my wife, holding 
up a smoothly shaven lower jaw. 

**Neither,” I replied: ‘‘It’s Carlisle’s; but look here, whose beard 
can this be, George’s or the Marquis of Salisbury’s?” 

“Perhaps it belongs to Hayes,” suggested my wife: ‘‘Oh, here’s 
Mr. Phelps, I can tell him by his cunning little bang; this is Ingalls, I 
know him by his spectacles; and, how funny! Here’s Ben Butler’s eye all 
alone in one piece.” 

**Can you tell,” and I held a bald pate on high: ‘‘to whom this 
thing belongs?” 

“It must be-be—it must belong to-to—somebody,” faltered my wife. 

““Without doubt,” I replied with some asperity, placing it by the 
side of the doubtful beard: ‘* We ’ll find out later.” 

“This is probably Andrew Jackson’s,” remarked my wife, 
holding up a portion of beard that was an exact counterpart of 
the one that we were in doubt as to whether Hayes, George, or 
the Marquis owned. 

‘*No, love, no,” I ventured to remonstrate: ‘* Andrew Jackson 
never had a beard.” 

“But he might have just grown one,” she pouted. 

**But Andrew Jackson is dead, and he never wore one, [ tell 
you,” was my comment. I had to put this as gently as possible, 
for I saw the tears gather in my wife’s eyes as she bent over an 
uncut supplement. 

**Ah,” she suddenly exclaimed exultantly: ‘‘ Jackson isn’t ‘| | 
here, any way!” 

That was very annoying, and my answer was rather sharp. , 

**Well, you suggested him.” 

“*1 did n’t.” 

“But you did.” 

“I think-that-you ’re real-real-me-mean,” she sobbed: ‘‘Sup- 
pose I d-did; there ’s no use g-g-getting mad over it-it—” 

“But I am not mad,” I replied calmly, placing Vanderbilt’s 
side-whiskers on Powderly, and then giving them to their proper 
owner: “*I would n’t get angry at such a little thing as—” I heard 
another sob—a rustle of garments, and I was left to continue the 
work alone. I had finished General Grant and Lester Wallack, 
and was wondering what Senator Hale looked like, when a voice 
came from up-stairs: 


Nothing 


**Don’t you want me to help you?” 

“* Why, certainly, my love,” I replied. 

**Won’t you make up?” 

This time the voice was just outside the door. I forthwith left the 
work and “made up” in the orthodox fashion. Older married men may 
smile at this; but let them remember their first six months of matrimony ; 
time will probably work a reformation. 

Then we started again on the puzzle. 

**Do you know Senator Conger?” was my first query. 

**No-o,” came the doubtful answer: ‘‘ but we can do all we know, 
and then fix those we don’t know with the pieces left.” 

That was a brilliant suggestion, and we completed Jay Gould, Henry 
Watterson, and several others, finding that the doubtful beard was Mayor 
Hewitt’s, 

“*T can see that check for five hundred dollars,” murmured my wife, 
as we commenced to piece together the unknown ones, 

“*Yes; but I would rather feel it,” was my sage remark, when a cry 
of anguish made me drop the paste-brush, 

**Oh, look here,” cried my beloved spouse: ‘‘ Here we ’ve been put- 
ting all the three supplements we cut up together, and we ’ve got three 
Blaines, a lot of Mark Twains, and four men that look like Governor Hill, 
besides two or three of all the others!” 

I stopped, horror-struck for a moment; but my fertile brain came to 
the rescue, 

“We can cut out forty-eight men that look different,” I suggested, 
for there were at least sixty varieties of faces before us: ‘‘and send them 
on one big piece of paper. The editor won’t notice the difference, for he 
has no time to go over each lot; and if he sees forty-eight pictures correct, 
he will pass them right along. It will be perfectly honest, for we have 
certainly got one set complete, even if we don’t send them,” and I looked 
at the pile of decapitated statesmen in despair. 

** Are you certain?” 

“Why, of course,” I remarked, gaining confidence: ‘‘I know edi- 


tors.” (I ought to know them, being a literary man.) 


“IT guess that we are the only ones that will do them all,” said my 
wife, when. we had finished the laborious undertaking, and had sealed and 


‘addressed the envelope. 


“* Let ’s sit out on the piazza, there is a lovely moon.” 

“‘You did n’t use to like so much moon, dear,” was my comment, as 
we carried out a chair. . 

“That was before we were married,” came a low whisper from the 
region of my coat-collar. 

I do not know whether we have won the prize, but we deserve to 
after my spending $3.50 for seven copies of Mipsummer Puck. September 
fifteenth is very near, and I should not be surprised to see my name, the 
only one, as the winner of Puck’s Five Hunprep Do tars. 


Flavel S. Mines. 
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HE HADN’T SEEN 


**No, Bill; I’ve stood by yer four year, but I never 
tackled nothin’ like that, and | hain’t a-goin’ to, nuther!” 


AN EAR-TRUMPET BEFORE. 





PUCK. 


OUTSIDE THE GARDEN. eare of yourself. Ah—it’s a beautiful day for 
the race, is it not?” 
(B. C. 4004—czrciter.) “Yes?” returned Adam, whose anxiety ren- 


ANGEL with a flaming sword stood before dered him absent-minded. ‘‘ What race is that?” 
A the gates. Oh, the human race. So long!” 


7 t 
Changing his pose with a certain awkward Tristram S. & 2 POWs 
uneasiness, he colored under the steady, half- z bd 
amused gaze of a tall, dark gentleman who was r 

S g ‘‘ GIVE ME A CHANCE to lay out the base-ball Ly , > 
PHILADELPHIA, PA. 


regarding him with the manner of a connazs- 
grounds of a country, and I care not who EsTapLisHen 1822. 7 


seur. ‘The tall gentleman’s eyes were black and be : 
piercing; the expression of his finely-cut lips and makes the laws.” (Paraphrased from “Life of 


the slender, shapely modelling of his hands, be- Lincoln” now trickling in the Megatherium.) Its stimulating property, 


tokened the artistic 


temperament. ‘There HOME, SWEET HOME. being independent of alco- 


was something dark- 


ling and aquiline in holic power, its effect as a 


his countenance, with Oh, I just smile at Coney Isle 


: And laugh at Rockaway, 
the silky moustache When like'a chub I'm in my tab frequent remedy need never 


and imperial — some- With never a cent to pay. at fas 
be dreaded. +* While it 


thing courtly in his 


bearing ond he stood The water comes down on my bald old crown, 
hat in hand, his light And tickles the end of my nose, 

overcoat thrown over And makes me feel like a slippery eel, 

the left arm. And there is no sand in my toes. 


Avge agen Strengthens 


contemplation of the I blissfully stay besprinkled with spray, OTUs 


angel, to take leave of eit oh, so deliciously cool, = AMAA RAM and 
= fe ak 0 Coen ithout any women a-watching my swimmin MRRER KERR ERE 


es And making me feel like a fool. WEMRER EM EEE ELE R fi h 
who were standing ir- MN Let e res es 


resolute on the road. I’m happy, you bet, with a half of me wet 
} ’ a ew 
Both were clothed in A-splashing the floor all around, f } Hey the 


scanty attire, and the Without any fear that an undertow here PARA AA age 
woman was weeping Wil! carry me out to be drowned. it aie A | | | Debilitated 
hysterically. H. C. Dodge. me Hiya 
“cc ” 
Ta-ta, dear,” he MEMRRL RR in the 


said to her kindly, 0 : AAA 
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with a bow, PELtade 
She recoiled with a 


es | | A Summer 
paroxysm of repul- 
sion, ‘‘Begone, you Season 


serpent!”’ she hissed 
at him, and ran a short 
distance down the 


road. Adam, man- it is not less potent during 


like, still lingered. 


“Well,” said the the inclemency of WINTER, 


tall gentleman: “‘take 


= | SEE nn by warming with its health- 


ful tonic principle, and ena- 
Pucx’s ‘¢ SUMMER-BOARDER.”—How many there are whose faces will fairly 


beam with pleasure at the appearance of a second number of **Puck’s Library!” The i i 
first, as will be remembered, got all the fun possible out of the national game of base- bling the system to resist 


ball. And now comes another volume of Puck's delicious funnyisms, entitled ‘¢ The 


Summer-Boarder.” This subject, prolific as it is, in the hands of Puck is ‘done the influences of incipient 


brown.” Such inimitable drollery and wit, made quite irresistible by the accompany- 


ing graphic illustrations! It is enough to make the sad man merry and to rejoice the DISEASES WHICH LU RK 


heart of the weary one. Puck isa very jovial little fellow, and under his guidance 


the summer-boarder becomes the most ridiculous character imaginable. His satire is in a CHANGING CLIMATE. 


always so much to the point, and withal se good-natured, that one has to laugh whether 
he will or no. This volume is full of mirth to the brim, and every one who reads it 
will gain many hearty laughs and a period of thorough enjoyment. ‘« The Summer. 
Boarder” is published by Messrs. Keppler & Schwarzmann, Puck Building, New 
York.— Boston Times. 


PUCK’S LIBRARY, NO. 1. — ‘‘ The National Game.’’ 


PUCK’S LIBRARY, NO. 2. — “The Summer Boarder.” | OZZONI’S 


PUCK’S LIBRARY, NO. 3. — “‘Just Dog.’’ Out Sept. r5th. MEDICATED 


‘Ten Cents per Copy. One Dollar per Year. COMPLEXION 


mparts a brilliant transparency te the skin. Re 
oves all pimples, freckles and discolorations. For 
sale by all first-class druggist», or mailed for 50 cts. 


: — OWDER. 2 - 
SHAVE with EASE. | _ZOWD CLUETT’S i‘ 
| CROWN 


You often Suffer needless pain, 


Through fault of yours, you can’t deny 1; ees scald 
Before you Shave yourse fagain - co LAR Ss 
Buy WILLIAMS’ SHAVING STICK, and try it. AND y 
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Pleasure unknown! and Comfort, Ease 
SHIRT Ss 200 


Its use imparts; to all who Shave 
|_ARE THE BEST. 


Its Richness, Mildness, Fragrance please, 
And Time and Patience tend to save. 
Send one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the best 


Candies in the World, put up in hand- 











Each Stick in a neat Case, covered with red morocco 
leatherette. Very Portable for Travelers. A LUXURY 
FOR ALL WHO SHAVE. For Sale by all Druggists, or sent er sa Wert, b 
post-paid, for 25cts. in Stamps. Address, fir peosents. ‘Tey eae” Suitable 
THE J. B. WISIAMS CO., - Glastonbury, Conn. Addvss ©, F. GUNTHER Senieet 
FOR 50 YEARS M’F’ RS OF FAMOUS GENUINE YANKEE SHAVING SOAP | 19% 212 State ‘St. Chicago. 
“9 . 
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Between SHAKSPERE AND Bacon. 


First came Liebig, Justus Liebig, 
Liebig of the Liebig’s Extract, 
Who some thirty years ago had 
Bacon’s sense and Bacon’s text racked, 


Showing what a fool was Bacon. 
Then came Reichel, showing clearly 

Bacon stole and spoilt the Org’non— 
Bacon was a robber, merely. 


Last, the critic, darkly brooding, 
Has the final saltus taken, 

Solving all the famous myst’ry 
Of the “‘ Firma Shakspere-Bacon.” 


Shakspere wrote the Novum-Org’non; 
Bacon stole it, but suspected 

How by learned future Germans 
All the fraud would be detected; 


And, despairing of admission 
*Midst the philosophic Lamas, 
Like an overrated person, 
Went and wrote all Shakspere’s dramas. 
—Saturday Review. 


THE CELEBRATED 


EPiliAaAwos 


Are at Present the Most Popular and Preferred by Leading Artists. 
Warerooms: 149, 151, 153, 155 E. 14th St., N. Y. 


SOHMER & CO. 


BHIGAREE AULA: Bas PA. || 19 Chestnut St. 
SAN FRANCISCO CAL O53 h Market St. 


UNDERWOOD 


SPRING WATER. 
The Best Table Water in the World. 


PREVENTS BRIGHT’S DISEASE. 
18 Vesey StT., N. Y. City. 








OFFICE: 





Advantages of Heating with a 


HOT WATER APPARATUS. 


[Continued from Page 424, Pucx, No. 546.] 
SIXTH.—Equality of temperature in all parts of the building 
and the ensuring of a warm house day and night, as there is not 
the fluctuation to the heat as with steam, besides which, the 
heat radiated from the pipes is of a mild, even and agreeable 
character, not to be obtained by any other system of heating. 


(To be continued.) 
Send for Descriptive Catalogue and Circular tothe 
GURNEY HOT WATER HEATER Co., | 
237 FRANKLIN St., Boston, Mass. 
JOHN A. FISH, Managing Director. 


Works at East Boston. Seiiinc AGent, M. H. Jonnson, 

140 Centre St., New York City, N. Y. Rice & Wuiracre 
FG. Co., 42 & 44 W. Monrog Street, Cuicaco, It. 
Mention Puck. 


JOSEPH GILLOTTS 
STEEL PENS 


GOLD MEDAL PARIS EXPOSITION 1878. 
Nos. 303-404—170-604. 


THE MOST PERFECT OF PENS, 
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You Dirty Boy! 


The best for the Complexion. 
The most economical ; it wears to thinness of a wafer. 


A *‘balm for the Skin.” 








Romance INTERRUPTED. 
“*Dearest, I love you! Only promise that you 
will be my—” 


Smatt Boy (under the window ).—Game ’s 


| called, fellers! 


Excirep Lover (at window). — Say, bub, 
what ’s the score?—ABurlington Free Press. 

“*No,” said Parson Goodenough, with a sigh: 
““I never attended college. I prepared, but our 
family physician said I was troubled with heart 
disease, and that any sudden or extraordinary 
exertion might prove fatal; and I was always 
weak in the arms, any how. So all the educa- 
tion I have, I got at school and from books.” — 
Brooklyn Eagle. 





Nine Vale ae oe 0 Medals 


eTel fe! 


COPENHAGEN CHERRY CORDIAL. 


LUYTIES BROTHERS 


ENERAL AGEN 


WARNING. 
How many people ruin their stomachs by swallowing cold 
drinks on a hot summer day, when they could avoid all danger 


by adding ten drops of Angostura Bitters, besides impart- 
ing a delicious flavor to their summer beverages. 





NOW READY: 
TITLE PAGE AND INDEX VOLUME XxI. 
Sent TO ANY ADDRESS FREE OF CHARGE! 














W. L. DOUCLAS 


$3 SHOE. 


The guiy $3 SEAMLESS 
Shoe in the world. 
Finest Galf, perfect fit, and 
warranted. Congress, Button 
and Lace, all styles aoe As Oy 
stylish and durable S 
those costin = or $6, aS 

L. DOUGLAS 









wy 


- stamped 
Boys all wear the W. L. DOUGLAS $2 SHOE. 
If your dealer orn not kee} ro em, send your nameon 
— to W. L. DOUG. rockton, Mass. 


PICKINGS FROM Puck, I, Il ond III Crops. 
By Mail Thirty Cents. 


302 





Price, Twenty-Five Cents Each. 
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DNETIC # wm for self 7% 
Pant Be J slraclionlS 2. 
BLICATIONSI ea 









WW.OSCOODBY 
Publisher, 





















Porous 


Pia sters’ nigh. 


THE BEST TEST OF SUCCESS 
IS SUCCESS. 


Tested and proved by over twenty-five years’ use in a'l 
parts of the world, ALLCOcK’s Porous PLASTERS have 
the endorsement of the highest medical and chemical 
authorities, and millions of grateful patients who have 
been cured of distressing: ailments voluntarily testify to 
their merits, 

ALLcocK’s Porous PLASTERS are purely vegetable. 
They are mild but effective, sure and quick in their 
action, but absolutely harmless. 

Beware of imitations and do not be deceived by mis- 
representations. Ask for ALLCOCK’s and let no explana- 
tion or solicitation induce you to accept a substitute, 














Hlent ini tents of cuquiet te flavor, now 
whole pat — = Joe ne ae Secet ond pom » and a 
> Oegans: Ages Tops ~— cious fla 
a ere Rechwen 5 a god d to a oe ers for tha Try it, roe 
beware of counterfe sk your groce 
article, manef factured ‘by DR J.¢ . B. SIEGER’ 


0. ¥. WOPPERMARY, SOLE “AOER?. 
1 BROADWAY. W. ¥. 





A CARD. 


The undersigned begs to inform the pub- 
lic that he will open September rst with a 
COMPLETE NEW STOCK of Foreign 
and Domestic Woolens of every description. 


Suits to order from 
Trousers ‘* 


$20.00. 
5 00. 
Fall and Winter Overcoats to order from 18.00. 


Wa Souler: 


145 & 147 Bowery, 
and 


771 Broadway, Corner Ninth Street. 
Samples and self-measurement rules mailed on application. 


DEN MUSEE. 55 West 23rd Street. 


Munczi Lajos and Prince 
Paul Esterhazy’s Orchestra. Daily two Grand Con- 
certs. Admission, 50 cents; Sundays, 25 cents. 


FACE, HANDS, FEET, 


end all o—— estions, including Facial 
Se 7 peal, Super 
Hale, irth Marks} Bole, Wart, 
Freckles, Roem, hans, Acne, B ~¥F— 
Pitting and their treatment. Sond Te 10c. for 
edition. Dr. H. Weodbu 


4th J 
Bt North te pnaes Se. Albany NOY Established 106 
L ADI ES, Dr. Urlin’s Digeovery Produces a Beautiful 
Crear SKIN. ef Mail $1.00. P. O. Box 1669 
i+ 


. Dr. Urhn’s Headache Powders are grand. By Mail a5 cts. 
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| verses so gracefully enshrined. 








PUCK. 


Tue Batt Was Sure ro Go: 


Brer Anson had a little ball, 
At first as white as snow, 

And when Brer Anson struck at it 
That ball was sure to go. 


Brer Anson had a lot of men, 
Chuck full of nerve and vim, 

And when the ball was sent to them 
They pasted it, like him. 


«<What makes ’em smash the ball like that?” 
A little youngster cried. 

‘Because the nine know how to bat,” 
His good mama replied. 


“* And are there lots of flies to-day 
Upon them anywhere?” 

“No, child,” did the good woman say: 
“* Flies find no footing there !” 


P. S.—It is not best to write anything about 
base-ball before the end of a game.—Chicago 
Tribune before Tuesday’s game. 


Brer Getzien had a little curve 
That circled high and low, 

And when Brer Anson lammed at it 
It was sure to go— 


Into Bennett’s hands or to first base in advance 
of the Baby.—[Written with due deliberation 
after Tuesday’s game. |—Detrott Press. 


Tuis is the way the Crztéc points out the 
beauties of a recent volume of rhymes: ‘* The 
book is a beautiful one, and the susceptible yet 
conscientious critic wants to say as much for the 
But he is over- 
come at the outset by the ‘sunbeams aureate’ 
that ‘greet occiduous pungent breeze,’ and ‘like 
setaceous spears’ compel him to some ‘natid es- 
planade’ and ‘arboretum shade,’ where beneath 
the ‘corymbiferous vine,’ lulled by ‘affabrous 
pipes,’ he awaits the ‘asteriferous night.’”— 
Boston Courter. 


Our West the weather is so hot that a farmer 
who went out into his corn-field found that all 
the corn had popped.— Boston Transcript. 





HENRY LINDENMEYR, 


PAPER WAREHOUSE. 


Nos. 16 & 11 BEEKMAN STRERT. = 
BRANCH, 37 East HOUSTON STREET. } New YorE. 





coe" SANITAS” === 


The GREAT ENGLISH DISINFECTANT. 


The First Requisite in all Dwelings 


The most POWERFUL and PLEASANT of all 
PREPARATIONS in use. 


Fragrant, Non-poisonous, does not stain Linen. 

‘SSANITAS” Disinfecting Fluid, for sprinkling 
about rooms, disinfecting linen, and 
general house use. 

**SANITAS” Disinfecting Powder, a powerful 
and pleasant — for stables, 
kennels, &c. 

“SANITAS” Crude Disinfecting Fluid, a con- 
centrated form of *‘Sanitas,” to be di- 
r ngy with water for flushing drains, 

c. 

‘SSANITAS”? Disinfecting Oil, for fumigatings 
sick rooms, treatment of throat com- 
plaints, rheumatism and ringworm. 


“Sanitas” Disinfecting Toilet and Laundry 
Soaps, & &e,, &e. 


THE REGULAR USE OF 


“ SANITAS,” THE BEST DISINFECTANT, and 


Deodorant, is a sure preventive of all contagious and 
infectious diseases. It is invaluable in the sick room. 


“A PROPLE’S HEALTH IS A NATION'S WEALTH.” 


“SANITAS” IS NATURE'S DISINFECTANT, 


To be had of aH Druggists and of the 


American & Continental.“ Sanitas”’ Co., Ltd, 
636-042 West 55th street, N. Y. city. 


BOKER’ S BITTERS 


The Oldest and Best of All 
STOMACH BITTERS, 
AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS .EVER 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor, 
78 JOHN STREET, NEW YORK. 


7. ! Beautiful Plush Casket 
of Fine Jewelry sent free to every Agent sell- 


ing our cards. Send 2c. stam; for Lovely New Sam- 
ples and Outfit. N. E. CARD CO., Wallingford, Conn. 


BOWERY BAY BEACH. 


The most beautiful and poe family summer 
resort, with excellent ng, boating, aes. 
Accessible byelegant summer horse cars from 92d 
St. ferry in 20 minutes. Fare 10 cents, includin 
ferriage; and from Hunter’s Point ferries in 
minutes. Car fare10cents. Also by steamboats 
direct to Grand Pier. See principal daily papers. 








MADE, 








345 





CHAMPION 


OF TWO CONTINENTS. 


An Inieresting Comparison of 
THE WORLD'S GREAT BREWERIES. 





Decidedly the greatest beer producing countries in the 
world are Germany and Austria, The manufacture of 
the national beverage and its consumption is a matter of 
investigation and comment for every traveler that has 
visited and written of those States. Many have gone be- 
hind the commercial feature of the industry, and have 
found in the production, fostered and protected as it is 
by the Government, a solution of the stability of the 
people. The people themselves, instead of fretting under 
the ordinary cares of life that carry more volatile neigh- 
bors into insurrection, absorb a philosophical quiet with the 
nectar of Gambrinus that saves them from the conse- 
quences of rashness. Small wonder that they cherish their 
colossal Brauerein and that the Government fosters them. 

The last annual official statistical showing of the pro- 
duct in Germany and Austria has just been received here. 

According to this report, the output of the six leading 
breweries of Germany and Austria, in 1886, was the 
following: 


S B Munich, (Gab. Sedl Prop.). 368.017 

. Spaten Brewery, Munic a edimayer, Prop. ( 

. Anton Dreher, Se iapdnitsde-one ite . bdisand Ste 348. 
wen Brewery, Munich 

. St. Marx, Vienna 

. G. Pschorr, Munich 

. Liesing Actien Brewery, Vienna.. 


Total, 1,670,564. 


There are innumerable small establishments, but these 
six larger ones serve to give some idea of the magnitude 





of the industry in those countries. In the manufacture 
of the quantity of beer shown in the product of these six 
breweries, over one hundred and forty millions of pounds 
of malt were used. 

To those of our own community who are not tinged 
with prohibitory theories there will be some satisfaction 
in learning that St. Louis, Mo., has not only the largest 
brewery in this country, but the largest in the world. 

The Anheuser-Busch Brewing Association, in the 
period covered by the official report-from which the 
above is taken, manufactured and sold 13,120,000 gallons 
of beer, equaling 


410,000 Barrels, 


an excess of more than 10 per cent. above the production 
of the Spaten Brewery of Munich, the largest European 
brewery. Experts in the manufacture of beer are not 
slow to say that the quality, also, of the Anheuser-Busch 
beer excels that of-its European rival in about the same 
ratio. This opinion is hot only that of American judges, 
but in every European exposition in which the beer of 
the Anheuser-Busch Brewing Association has come into 
competition with that of all the above-named breweries, 
it has been awarded the first premium. In every Euro- 
pean capital medals have been given to them showing 
that they surpassed all other exhibitors in the quality of 
the beer manufactured, These awards have not been 
merely occasional, but record.a succession of triumphs. 











SKIN & SCALP 
CLEANSED 
PURIFIED 
ano BEAUTIFIED 


‘CuTicurRa. 


NOUR CLEANSING, PURIFYING AND BEAUTIFYING 
the skin of children and infants and curing torturing, dis- 
liguring, itching, scaly and pimply diseases of the sin, scalp and 
blood with 'oss of hair, from infancy to old age, the Cuticura 
Remepigs are infallible. 

( uTicurA, the gr at Skin Cure, and Cuticura Soap, an ex- 
quisite Skin Be utifier, prepared from it, externally, and CuTicura 
RuSOLvENT, the new Blood Puiifi-r, int rnally, invariably succeed 
when all other rem dies and the best p»ysicians fail. 

Cuticurna Remepigs are absolutely pure, and the only infallible 
skin beautifiers and blood purifiers, free from pois nous in- 
gredients. 

Sold everywhere. Price, Curicura, soc.; Soap, 25c.; KE 
SOLVENT, $1. Prepared by the Porrer DruG AND CHEMILAL Co., 
Boston, MAss. 

aa Send for ‘‘ How t» Cure Ski: Diseases.”’ 


BABY’S 


One Agent (Merchant only) wanted in every town for 





S:in and ~calp preserved and beautified by Cuti- 
curA MEDICATED Soap, 








Demand unpreceden: R.W. TANSILL & CO.,Chieago 


¥ , ve. 2 
Print Your Own Cards! 
PRESS, $3; Circular size press, $8; Newspaper size, $44. 
Type-setting easy, printed Instructions. Send 2 stamps for 
catalogue presses, type, cards, &c., to the factory, 


17 KELSEY &'CO., Meriden, Conn. 
ESTABLISHED 1801, 


BENT & CO’S 


Celebrated Hand-Made 


WATER CRACKERS. 


Guaranteed Easy of Digestion, Absolutely Pure. 
BENT & CO., Miltcn, Mass. 


MARVELOUS 


MEMORY 


DIscovERyY.. 

Wholly unlike Artificial Systems—Cure of Mind Wandering. Any book 
learned in. one reading. Great inducements to correspondence classes. 
Prosp with opini in full of Mr. Proctor, the Astronomer, Hons. W. 
W. AsTox, JUDAH P. BENJAMIN, Drs. MINOR, Woon, REV. FRANCIS B. DeEnic, 
The Christian Advocate, MARK TWAKIN, and others, sent post free by 


FROF. LOISETTE, 237 Fifth Avenue, N. Y. 
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THE REPORT OF THE 


SEYBERT COMMISSION 


SPIRITUALISM. 


. Published under the Auspices of the 


University of Pennsylvania. 


The Commission appointed by the University to investigate 
this important subject was composed as follows:—Dr. William 
Pepper, Dr. Joseph Leidy, Dr. Geo. A. Koenig, Professor Robert 
Eilis Thompson, Professor George S. Fullerton, Dr. Horace 
Howard Furness, Mr. Coleman Sellers, Dr. James W. White, 
Dr. Calvin B. Knerr, and Dr. S. Wier Mitchell. Coming f-om 
such a source, and from a commission impressed with the serious- 
ness of their undertaking, the Report.cannot fail to prove highly 
interes#fng and valuable té all who wish to have their doubts re- 
moved (and who does not?) about this absorbing question. 


Snail Octavo. 160 pp. Bound in Cloth $1.00. 








If. not obtainable at your Book-sellers’, send direct to te 
Publishers, who will forward the book, free of postage, promptly 
on receipt of the price. 


J. B. LIPPINCOTT COMPANY, Publishers, 


715 and 717 Market St , Philadelphia. 493 


TAPE WORMS 


Removed in two hours. Permanent Cure Guaranteed. Estab- 
lished 14 years. A. W. ALLEN, 604 Granp St., New York. 


PROSPECT BREWERY, 


Cor, Eleventh and Oxford Streets, 
PHILADELPHIA, PA. 
lhe highly Celebrated : 


BUDWEIS LAGER BEER 


from this Brewery is aa ge adapted to -xport in Barrels a> 
well as in Bottles. Its k eping qualities are unsurpassed. We 
also recommend our 


HERCULES MALT WINE 


as the purest, most wholesome, and cheapest Extract of Ma'tn 
existence, '? 








PUCK. 


ContrisuTor.—You did n’t use my article? 


sheet ? 

ConrrisuTor.—Yes, sir. 

Eprror.—Ah, there is where you blundered. 
It was promptly cofsigned to the waste-basket. 
You must write on but one side, sir. 

Contrisutor (six months later ).—My last 
article has n’t appeared. 

Eprror.—Written on both sides of the sheet, 
was it? 

ContrisuTor.—But on one side, sir. 
...Eprror.—Ah, you were not discreet. I wrote 
editorials on the other side of it.—PhAzladelphia 
Call. 

Guest (fo summer-resort landlord ),.—W hat 
is the capacity of your hotel? 

LanpLorp.—That depends. If the guests are 
New Yorkers, we can take care of a thousand 
comfortably; but if they are from Boston, I 
would n’t dare strain the building with more 
than five hundred.—Harfer’s Bazar. 


He.—Then you love me? 


Sue.—I do. 
He.—And I may speak to your pa? 
SHe.—No. Speak to ma. Pa ain’t any body 


in this house.—-Beston Courzer. , 
Tue Mall, Cegtral Park, Sunday. Dinks and 
Carlos, hot and thirsty, drink some ice-water. 


Dinxs.—That ’s very refreshing. It tastes 
good, 

Cartos.—Very; there ’s no milk in it.— 7he 
Epoch. 


Ox.pv Gotppustr (on his knees to the Wivow 
Butuion).—Ah, madam! I adore you— 

Wivow B.—There, there! Do not get ex- 
cited, Mr. Golddust. You have let your teeth 
fall in my lap. Shall I give them a caramel ?— 
Life. 

First GenTLemMan.—See that cab _ horse? 
Well, he was once the celebrated race horse 
Sheet Anchor, but now he is only the cab horse 
Excelsior. 

Seconp GentLeman.— What on earth do they 
call him Excelsior for? 

First Gentteman.—Because he stands 
hire. Ta-ta!—Harper’s Bazar. 


for 


Cuicaco Bette.—Oh, those New Englanders 
need not think all the old American families are 
in the East. We have ever so many m Chicago. 

Omana Betize.—Indeed! Do you know any 
of them? 

**Why, I belong to one myself. We have lots 
of heirlooms.” 

“Oh!” 

**Yes, indeed. Why, when I’m at home I 
always eat my pie with a knife seventy-five years 
old.”—Omaha World. 

A POET sent to an editor a contribution en- 
titled: ‘‘ Why do I live?” The editor answered : 
**Because you sent your contributions by mail 
instead of bringing them in person,” — Unidentz- 
fied Exchange. 

*‘Docror,” said Mrs. Swallowgood: ‘‘my 
throat has been sore for several days; what shall 
I do for it?” 

Docror.—Give it a rest. It’s overworked. 
Don’t do anything for a week but breathe with 
it.— Brooklyn Eagle. 

** Wit you please insert this obituary notice?” 
asked an old gentleman of an editor: “‘I make 
bold to ask it because the deceased had a great 
many friends about here who ’d be glad to hear 
of his death.” —Suaday Democrat. 


_ #H. MICHELSEN, 
ms . 
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D. M. MONSANTO, General Agent, 


192 BROADWAY, NEW YORK, 


Epriror. — Was it written on both sides of the | 
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FEL 


ADJUSTABLE CLEANSER 
AND POLISHER. 


TOOTH 
BRUSH 
——_ 





Endorsed by the Profession. 
Has the following advantuges over the old bristle 
Tooth Brush: More Cleanly, Perfect Polish=- 
er. No Loose Bristies. Non-irritating to 
Cums. Powdered Ready for use. 


‘or sale by all dealers in toilet articles, or by mail 


for 60c. by THE HORSEY M F'G CO., Utica, N. Y. 380 


HE AMERICAN CYCLES 
DESCRIPTIVE CATALOGUE 
ON APPLICATION. 


ORMULLY&JEFEERY 
im = MFG.CO.=—- 

RM.) CHICAGO, ILL. 
ARGEST MANUFACTURERS IN AMERICA 


COLEMAN 
NAT'L BUSINESS COLLEGE. 


NEWARK, N. J. Gives the pest, sHortest, 
CHEAPEST and most THOROUGH course of BusINgEss 
Trainin of any school in America. For catalogue, address 


372 H. CO.EMAN, Pres. 


A. WEIDMANN. 


No. 306 Broadway, Corner Duane Street, New York. 
importer and Manufagturer of. © 


TOYS, FIREWORKS, 


Masks, Gold and Silver Trimmings;/Spangles and 
other Material for Costumes, etc. * 


‘Private Club 
GRAND CHAMPAGNE. 
FELIX JACQUIN, 


EPERNAY, FRANCE. 













Highest Grade Imported. 
L. E. WILMERDING, 


GENERAL AGENT, 
No. 3 South William Street, N. Y. City. 





” SuB-AGENCcIES. 
W. H, Jones & Co., Boston, Mass. 
Augustus Merino & Co., Phila., Pa. 
W. C. Beetchenow, Newark, N. J. 
H. J. Reynolds, New Haven, Conn, 
Geo. W. Walker, Brooklyn, N, Y. 





THE MIDSUMMER PUCK ..... . 500. 
PUCK’S LIBRARY, I, II, each........... 1G¢. 
PICKINGS FROM PUCK, I, 11, III, each... .25¢. 


PATENT COVER for Filing PUCK, by mail $1.06 


= () 


One copy MIDSUMMER PUCK, 


« & PUCK’S LIBRARY, To one 
? I or H, Address 
66% PICKINGS FROM PUCK, in 


I, HI or il, 
The same and One Cover for Filing PUCK, 


ye a ee $1.70 
One copy MIDSUMMER PUCK, 
Two copies PUCK’S LIBRARY, Ho one 
I ani If, Address 
Three copies PICKINGS FROM PUCK, $1.25. 
one each, I, If and Iif Crop, 
The same and One Cover for Filing PUCK, 
to one Address............ po A Aaah $2.10 


By mail only, from 


THE PUBLISHERS OF PUCK, 


NEw YORK. 
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This Child was made to listen to the voice of authority at an early age. This Child was allowed to indulge in infantile antics without restraint. 
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ples. On ‘holidays he was taken to the circus. 


: ah 3 7 


- 


ay; on general principl 
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On'holidaye he'wes talon So ase bie gsaadithers grave, He was encouraged in his love for fun and recreation. 
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And when he grew up he became a-crack base-bal] player, and supported 


And when he grew up he became a poor minister in a backwoods village; : : lence, 
sslary $125 per year, with an occasional donation party. : his parents in luxury and opulence 








PUCK’S ILLUSTRATED MORAL TALES, No. I.—A TALE OF TWO ONLY SONS. 





